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were turned up to the sky, and the setting sun shone
upon him with genial warmth,

"'Thus with the year,*" (he murmured),
" * Seasons return; but not to me returns

Day, or the sweet approach of even or morn,
Or sight of vernal bloom, or summer's rose,
Or flocks, or herds, or human face divine ;
But cloud instead, and ever-during dark
Surrounds me, from the cheerful ways of men
Cut off.9"

" Yes, sir, I remember the verses well. Indeed, I
remember many fine passages in your vast poem, so
far as you have gone with it yet."

It was Andrew Marvell who led the ageing poet
by the hand, himself a poet of lesser range. Only
five years before he had been Milton's colleague in
the office of Latin Secretary under the great Pro-
tector, and at the Restoration he had used such
influence as the moderate mind may sometimes use,
though rarely, in averting imprisonment and perhaps
execution from the supreme Republican, who had
never hesitated to utter his indignant heart, and had
earned the highest reward of courage by having two
of his books burnt by the hangman.

" Keep my hand, Andrew," said the greater poet;
" I feel here that we are approaching a purer air.
I tried to give expression to the sense of it only this
morning :

*As one who long in populous city pent,
Where houses thick and sewers annoy the air,
Forth issuing on a summer's morn to breathe
Among the pleasant villages and farms
Adjoined, from each thing met conceives delight;
The smell of grain or tedded grass, or kine,
Or dairy, each rural sight, each rural sound ;
If chance, with nymph-like step, fair virgin pass,
What pleasing seemed, for her now pleases more;
She most, and in her look sums all delight,' "
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